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WINTER. AURORA BOREALUS AND SUN DOGS. CHRISTMAS IN A NEW 
Country. MY STEPMOTHER AND YOJNGER SISTER ARRIVE FROM ENGLAND 
 
Mrs. Chapman’s brothers had gone to wash gold on the Saskatchewan River, near 
Edmonton, but when the first snow came, they returned to the valley. Joe Jameson came 
up one night to see if we were still here, he pretended the cold, the snow and the Indians 
had scared us out. Before Christmas, John and Joe Jameson, decided to go to the canyon 
to poison coyotes. There was a good trail on the Red Deer River, made by men hauling 
coal from somewhere near Trail Creek to Red Deer. It was bitter cold weather while they 
were away, with the thermometer at 40 degrees below at nights. We asked them how they 
kept from freezing to death as they were out in the open. They told us there was very 
little wind in the Canyon and on the river, as the banks were so high. They had built two 
large fires some distance apart, then spread spruce boughs and covered them with 
blankets. They slept between the two fires. They had put out their poison bait as soon as 
they had got there. Next morning, they picked up about twenty coyotes. The next day and 
a half, they got twenty-two more. They had asked my father to come for them on the third 
day after he had taken them down. He did so and had quite a trip as it was extremely 
cold. The boys sold their coyotes to Mr. Brumpton in Red Deer and got a dollar and 
quarter, to a dollar and a half for them. We thought that was a lot of money for coyote 
skins in those days. Actual money was the one thing that was scarce. 
 One night, Joe came over with his banjo, and we had a musical evening, singing 
“Darky” songs we had learned in the States. My father’s favorite was a song called the 
Banjo am the Instrument for me, a song of a Negro slave. Joe used to sing it and it soon 
became a favorite of us all. That winter we learned a lot of new card games but whist 
remained the favorite, especially when one of the neighbours dropped in for the evening. 
I always played too, to make the fourth, and I used to think it very tiresome, as the game 
would last three hours sometimes. My brother had brought an accordion with him and we 
learned lots of new songs and sang some of the old English ones my father liked. Reading 
was my favorite recreation and my brother George kept me well supplied, he always 
knew the books I liked. So with a few dances, card games, visits from the neighbours, 
musical evenings, and our reading, the winter passed pleasantly away. 
 I will never forget the first time we saw the Northern Lights, and such a display. It 
was the real aurora Borealis with coloured, moving lights in the sky. They were to the 
North and East flashing high overhead at times. We thought it the most wonderful and 
marvelous phenomenon.  One clear, cold morning, my brother called us to come outside 
and look at the sun. There were bright lights 
